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	1. To See A Ghost

Harry's Unveiling: A Harry Potter Fan Fiction

**Disclaimer: **I do not own Harry Potter or any of its associated characters; all rights belong to JK Rowling; I do not own any crossover elements or references made in the story; all rights belong to their original creators. I do own any OC spells explained at the end of a chapter.

**Plot: **I Will Not Die Response: Sirius never died in the Battle of the Ministry: instead, it was Harry that took the hit. However, what happened next wasn't something that anyone, be it Dumbledore, Voldemort or even the Powers That Be could have predicted.

**Challenge Information: ****DZ2's 'I Will Not Die' Challenge: ****Harry didn't take seven years to destroy the Horcrux inside him; it happened before that time, but when it happened, it didn't just leave him free of Voldemort; it left something else in its place.**

**Rules: **All affinities are welcome _**Darkish**_

The Horcrux in Harry must be destroyed as a result of one of his adventures before 7th year _**5**__**th**_

When the Horcrux is destroyed, its residue leaves Harry with an additional magical gift/ability/power

The power MUST be tied to the event in question (e.g. Because of the Dementors, Harry can now influence souls/fears/emotions; because of burning Quirrell, Harry can control fire etc.)

If the story starts after 4th year, the destruction of the Horcrux has a backlash on Tom _**Accepted**_

All pairings are welcome EXCEPT Harems

**Guidelines: **Harry actually appears to die when the Horcrux is destroyed _**Accepted**_

As a result of the above, people add to the infamy of Harry being the BWL _**Accepted**_

Crossovers _**References**_

Slash _**Accepted**_

Harry discovers a power/ability tied to being Master of Death _**Perhaps**_

Even when the Horcrux is destroyed, Harry still goes to the 'crossing point' in his sleep/unconscious state _**No**_

**Forbidden: **Horcrux-Harry

Weak Harry

The Horcrux being destroyed in 7th year

If after 4th year, Tom MUST feel the backlash no matter what

Harems

**Other than that, it's up to you...**

**Author's Note: **Okay, so a few of you out there might just recognise the set-up behind this story; well, after comparing it to some of my challenges and going over the idea itself with a fine-tooth comb, I decided to give it a revamp, a complete remodelling and throw in a few surprises along the way, so, I hope that you enjoy this new and improved adventure.

And, as always, if you don't like it, then don't read it.

**Dedication: **I'd like to dedicate this story to my good friends Belgrath, The Modern Sorcerer and AJ Picard for all their help, support and encouragement with my ideas. My recommended reads are _Gods Amongst Men _by Slimah, _He Saved Me_ by DracoWinchester, _The Serenity of His Rage _by Lomonaaeren and _Harry's True Power_ by AJ Picard;

**Key Pairings: **Harry/Draco; Neville/Luna;

**Other Pairings: **Dean/Ginny; Remus/Sirius; Lucius/Narcissa;

Normal Speech

'Thoughts'

'_Telepathy_'

/_Parseltongue_/

Chapter 1: To See A Ghost

How could everything have gone so sour?

This was Harry's thought as he and Sirius were caught in a deadlock battle with Lucius Malfoy and Antonin Dolohov, both of the Death Eaters working at their utmost hardest to try and stop them from escaping or emerging victorious.

He found it hard to understand just how easily he and the others had fallen for the trap, managed to outwit a group of older, more-powerful forces and then, here in the Veil Chamber, they were battling them with help from the Order.

And yet, Harry could feel it: a burning sensation that drove itself deep into his chest, telling him that something was going to happen that he wasn't going to like.

Trying his hardest to ignore it, Harry watched as Sirius blasted Dolohov before the young Gryffindor disarmed Lucius, earning a barking laugh from Sirius, "Nice one, James!"

'Great,' thought Harry as Sirius finished off Lucius, 'Another one that thinks I'm Dad: gods above, why can't anyone ever see me for me?'

Just as Lucius was knocked down, however, it happened:

From somewhere above them, Bellatrix Lestrange swooped down and, drawing her wand on Sirius, she commanded, "_Avada Kedavra!_"

Sirius turned to face his deranged relative, but as he did so, his eyes widened as, to his horror, it was then that Harry, embracing the sensation that he'd felt before, did the _stupidest_ thing that he could have done!

Without even thinking about the consequences of his actions, he stepped right in the way of the AK, shoving Sirius aside in the process as the dark spell's deadly green energy hit him squarely in the chest.

As Sirius gasped and a few members of the DA gave cries of disbelief, Harry looked to Sirius with an air of sorrow, half-hearted relief and a large amount of regret before he stumbled back, the power of the Veil of Death taking him before the curse could.

As it happened, however, none of the onlookers, not even Harry himself, were aware of a strange black sliver of smoky, Veil-like magical energy rising from the lightning-bolt scar on Harry's brow.

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

"Harry?" asked Sirius, rounding on Bellatrix with rage in his eyes as he hissed, "You _bitch!_"

"Aw, how sweet!" Bellatrix cackled, sending a curse at Sirius, which he seemed to deflect before rebounding with a few choice curses of his own, his grey eyes burning wildly as he faced her. "Did you love him, Siri? Well, it seems to be the way of the world, doesn't it? People dying when you get involved: first the Mudblood and blood traitor and now their child."

As Sirius raised his wand to take Bellatrix off her game, he and the rest of the adults – as well as the kids – in the room all gasped as a clap of thunder suddenly tore through the sky.

A few seconds later, a thick, dark-grey mist seemed to bleed out of the Veil like fog, its dark form apparently spilling down to where Sirius was standing before it lifted itself off the ground. As the fog rose up like a gaseous cloud of poisonous intentions, Sirius, Remus – who had also been ready to turn his wand on Bellatrix when he saw his cub fall to the power of the Veil and the Avada Kedavra Curse – Lucius, Bellatrix and the rest of the forces all gasped as the fog took the shape of a human…

And not just any human.

In a blazing flash of grey magic, Harry James Potter stood tall, proud and still in front of the Veil once more, his eyes closed while a lone, deep breath left his lips, the sound of which seemed to echo in the air like the sigh of some divine force.

"Harry?" asked Sirius, his tone edged by a mix of delight, surprise and disbelieving curiosity.

"Impossible!" exclaimed Moody, though he had to admit that he was seeing it as was everyone else in the room.

"Whoa, that's a neat trick!" Bellatrix cackled, almost laughing with a nervous air as she lifted her wand before she hissed, "But it won't be enough to save you a second time, Potter!"

That was the moment that Harry looked up and, opening his eyes, he added to the horror of the moment as every member of the gathering saw two mercurial-silver eyes looking out at them, a lone, almost-demonic growl escaping the young wizard as he looked around the room.

Then, as though he had come for one thing and one thing only, he glanced at Bellatrix before, with a flicker of movement from his head – almost like he'd snapped to attention and become focused on her – he seemed to summon some sort of magically-commanded force that sent Bellatrix flying into one of the large boulders.

"What?" asked Sirius, watching as Harry turned just as Dolohov tried firing off an Avada Kedavra.

Impossibly – and yet Sirius had to mirror Moody's train of thought as he conceded that he was seeing it happen – Harry seemed to dodge it with inhuman levels of speed, his movements along the platform almost smoke-like as his body seemed to blur out of focus before he reformed into his true self once more as he reached the surprised, but terrified-looking Death Eater.

"You missed," growled Harry, his voice eerily cold and unbelievably dark-sounding, "My turn."

Then, before anyone could stop him, Harry reached up and grabbed Dolohov's neck in his hand before, with a sharp twist, he snapped the man's neck, his strength seemingly inhuman as he turned the head a complete 270 degrees before letting the body drop to the floor.

While everyone else looked on in horror and the united front of the moment, Harry just blinked as he turned and asked, "Next?"

Several wands were raised, but, to the surprise of the Order members, it was Lucius Malfoy that stopped them as he held his hands up before he insisted, "No! Wands down, all of you: no-one make a move to attack him…not unless you _want_ to die!"

"What are you talking about, Malfoy?" asked Moody, watching as the right-hand of the Dark Lord approached Harry and, peering into his eyes, he watched as those cold eyes of the seemingly-immortal teenager followed him while Lucius looked Harry up and down.

Once it was done, he nodded once, a shiver becoming visible to the others as he gave a look that seemed to show some sort of understanding, although he didn't say it out loud.

Instead, as everyone watched the eerily-haunting spectacle, Lucius turned before he remarked, "Black, come here."

Moving quickly, though he would never have done so in any other circumstance with Lucius' insistence, Sirius reached his estranged step-cousin and his godson before Lucius told him, "Talk to him…let him hear your voice."

"What?" asked Sirius, looking from the Death Eater to his godson.

"_Talk…to…him!_" repeated Lucius, seemingly emphasising each word with a tone that, for a moment, made Sirius think of someone witnessing their worst fears coming to life all at once.

With a wide-eyed look, Sirius looked to Harry before, hoping that he wasn't about to be tricked by the Death Eater next to him, he stumbled over his words as he asked, "Erm…H-Harry?"

For a moment, only Lucius saw the light return to Harry's eyes while Sirius went on, "Can…can you hear me, son? It's Sirius."

"Oh," Harry replied in his ghostly voice before, to the shock of the Black Lord, his silver eyes returned to their emerald-green colour – though Sirius did notice that their colour was slightly paler than normal – as he added in an almost-innocent, even childishly-friendly tone, "Hi Sirius: nice to see you again…um…"

For a moment, Harry actually looked confused as he examined the room and, seeing everyone looking at him while he also took in the scenes of battle and devastation, he then asked, "What happened here?"

"You have won the battle, Mr Potter," explained Lucius, moving just as Bellatrix recovered.

When she went to point her wand at the boy, Lucius grabbed her hand while Sirius saw Harry's eyes glance towards Bellatrix with an almost contemplative look in his eyes as Lucius warned her, "I wouldn't: he'll destroy you…"

"Lucius, what are you doing?" asked Bellatrix, her eyes fixed on Sirius with hatred while she glared at Harry with a dark hint of delight as she asked him, "Do you know what the Dark Lord will give to the one that kills Potter once and for all?"

"Everyone," Lucius insisted, now facing his colleagues while he also glanced back to Harry as he commanded, "We're leaving…_now!_"

"Bye Lucius!" remarked Harry, giving the man a smile while he also surprised the others with how he was speaking to the man as though they'd just met and shared time as friends rather than enemies.

As a few members of the group of wizards actually looked shocked at Harry's nonchalant attitude, the young wizard looked to his friends and companions as he asked, "What's with everyone? You look like you have seen a ghost."

"I…I don't know what we've seen," Sirius laughed, before he let his feelings of panic and doubt vanish as he hugged Harry warmly, breathing in the scent of his son-in-all-but-blood before he added, "But it's time we were getting you home, pup: everyone else can take the other kids back to Hogwarts, but you're coming with me, okay?"

"Sure," nodded Harry, letting Sirius hold him before they both vanished in a burst of white magic similar to the one that had brought the Order to the Veil Chamber in the first place.

As the others gathered up the fallen members of the DA, Moody then noticed that Lucius was the only one still there, his gaze more haunted than considering dark intentions, his eyes never leaving the spot that Harry's body had materialised back into life.

Walking over to the right-hand of Voldemort, the ex-Auror followed his gaze with his magical eye before he asked, "What do you know about this, Malfoy? You of all people wouldn't risk Voldemort's ire willingly, so what do you know?"

"Mere theory for now," replied Lucius, his words edged by a note of panic that no-one, not even Voldemort, could have made him show as he then explained, "But I will give you one word of advice, Alastor: one of you should tell Dumbledore that we would do well in leaving Mr Potter and all whom stand with him alone from now on."

While Moody was surprised at the man's response, Lucius then drew on his years of self-pride as he drew himself to his full height before he told the grizzled man, "I will inform the Dark Lord of the events of this night and my suspicions before suggesting the same of him and, if I can, I will convince my Lord to surrender Wormtail so that Black is freed."

"I never took you to care for Sirius' wellbeing, Malfoy," drawled Moody, but Lucius cut him off with a glare.

"Right now, Alastor, if my fears are correct, then Sirius is the only…_other_ one that I can think of with the willpower to help the boy control himself."

"Control himself?" asked Moody, earning a nod from Lucius as he asked, "What do you mean, Malfoy? How…how did Potter survive the Veil? And what do you mean _other one?_"

"If I'm right," Lucius answered, shivering slightly with the same fear that he felt from before as he added, "And I actually pray that I am not, but if my fears are confirmed…then it means that Mr Potter has become something that neither side should stand against."

"And what is that?" asked Alastor, but his suspicions and doubts vanished when Lucius gave his answer;

"An Ectomancer!"

Moody's good eye widened with horror before Lucius dipped his head curtly and left without another word, leaving the ex-Auror to glance at the spot where Harry and Sirius had been standing, his old heart racing with fear as he considered what Lucius had said.

"Please Merlin…let him be wrong!"

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

In the Atrium of the Ministry, Albus Dumbledore appeared in a burst of green flames as he emerged from one of the Floo Gates, a part of him expecting to see Tom standing over Harry's wounded body while some sort of mixed-up sense of justice held the boy to his will.

Given that Dumbledore suspected that someone – hopefully Black – would be dead and Harry would be broken by it happening _again_ right in front of him while he just stood there helpless, Dumbledore knew that the last element would be in place to make the boy obey his fate and sacrifice himself for the Greater Good.

However, when the _former_ Headmaster saw nothing but the appearance of the Minister and his forces, each of whom looked to him with fury and disbelief in their eyes, Dumbledore had to make a quick about-turn just as several stunners missed him by inches.

As though Fate saw fit to add insult to injury, Dumbledore had seen _just_ enough to notice that neither Harry nor Tom was there in the room.

This wasn't part of the plan: now Fudge's insistence that Tom hadn't returned would continue and Harry would more-than-likely grow as a leader and warrior of his own little rebellion.

Albus Dumbledore would not be denied: he had to work fast if he wanted to salvage this.

Passing through the Floo, Dumbledore aimed for Headquarters, a part of him knowing that he could use the confusion to his advantage.

If Black wouldn't die in the Ministry, then Dumbledore needed other ways to break Harry and, even if it happened at his _home_, the mutt's death would be the straw that broke the camel's back: Harry would break inside, become malleable and ready to die.

All for the…CRASH!

As Dumbledore prepared to step out of the Floo in Grimmauld, he was horrified and a little more-than-angered to find his attempt rejected like he was being thrown from a cannon.

Instead, the _ex-_Headmaster was sent spiralling into the unknown and unseen, far away from…from…

'And now I can't remember the address,' Dumbledore thought to himself, his rage bleeding through as he hissed, 'What has that brat done now?'

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

"Home sweet ho…aachoo!"

"Gesundheit," laughed Sirius as he helped Harry into the bedroom that, although _they_ had tried to stop him feeling such things, had belonged to his pup ever since he'd come to Grimmauld just last summer.

This time, however, the room was clear of any sort of suggestions that the human trashcan or any of his one-track-minded siblings – particularly his interferingly-smothering banshee bitch of a Mother – were anywhere in the house, which was all right for Sirius.

It meant that everything was going according to _his_ plans for the house and the _true_ owner, whom he had been prepared to name as his son and heir in a heartbeat before _they_ had kept them apart. Now, however, nothing would stop Sirius, but, for the moment, he had a boy to take care of and watch over, especially after what had just happened in the Ministry.

Sitting Harry down on the bed, Sirius looked into his honorary son's pale-green eyes before he asked him, "You okay there, kiddo?"

"They say that when you sneeze, it means someone is talking about you," answered Harry, his tone still holding that air of youthful innocence as he sniffed once, wiping his nose on his sleeve before he asked, "Sirius, we _are_ safe and alone here, right?"

"Right," answered Sirius, smiling as he lay Harry down on his bed, the eyes of the young wizard filled with a hint of fatigue as Sirius brushed a hand through his hair. This was something that Sirius had always felt hurt about: losing the years where, like a loving Father, he would be able to tuck his kid into bed and be right there until he slept as soundly as a little angel.

Now, weird as it seemed, fate was giving him a second chance and that was something that Sirius was determined not to waste.

And besides, it meant that he could tell Harry the truth about what had happened, which was what he did next as he explained, "Before I came to find you, I used my rights as Lord Black and Master of the House to switch the House's magic through Family Ties. Since the house was hidden by the Fidelius, the magic switches the Secret Keeper to the one soul that I trust more than anyone else in the world."

"Well whoever they are," sighed Harry, easing into the comforts of the bed that he was laying on, his eyes already beginning to droop as he muttered sleepily "They're someone that's a real lucky son-of-a-bitch."

"Harry," Sirius laughed, tousling his godson's hair as he then explained, "You shouldn't even have to guess: it's _you,_ pup!"

"Oh," replied Harry, showing a sense of momentary disorientation before he added, "That's nice…a bit obvious when you think about it…but nice."

With an amused chuckle, Sirius patted Harry's arm with a sense of fatherly affection before he told him, "Get some rest, kiddo: you more than anyone could use it after what you've been through tonight."

"Will you stay with me?" asked Harry, unaware of the look of pride and delight that filled Sirius' eyes as he felt like he had been waiting too long and missed out on the chance to hear his honorary son say those words. "At least until I fall asleep?"

"Always," replied Sirius, conjuring a second blanket, which he draped around himself as he lay down next to Harry; to the amusement and relief of the Black Lord, Harry actually cuddled against him like a young son curling up with his Dad before he draped an arm around Sirius, his eyes closing as the last thing that he saw was the face of the man that trusted him more than anyone else.

And, though Sirius only suspected it right now, he had a feeling that, to Harry, the feeling was mutual…

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

"Is this true, Lucius? Did you _actually_ order a retreat from _Potter?_"

"I did, my Lord," replied Lucius, standing tall, proud and almost-defiant as he shared the details of the mission at the Ministry with his Lord, one Lord Voldemort, whom, as Lucius had half-expected, seemed to be torn between torturing and actually killing his most-valuable asset.

Anticipating the latter, Lucius then cleared his throat as he told Voldemort, "I have no regrets about what I did, for had I not done it and had Black not been able to assist me, you would not see any of us standing here now."

"That's a load of crock!" snapped Bellatrix, earning a look of curiosity and suspicion from Voldemort as she told him, "Lucius is a traitor, my Lord: he stops me assaulting the half-blood when he attacks me and kills Antonin for no reason. He didn't even shed a tear when he did it, but…"

"Yes, Bellatrix," added Lucius, his voice edged by a sense of disbelief as though he questioned whether the most-deluded witch actually had a brain cell to spare anymore. Questioning the Dark Lord was a death sentence, but speaking out against a fellow Elite/Inner Circle member wasn't easily forgiven either.

"I was there as were our followers and allies," continued Lucius, looking now from the Dark Lord to the other Death Eaters as he explained, "We _all_ saw Potter willingly kill one of our own, but we also saw him call upon a magic that nearly sent you to your own near-death experience and, had I not done what I did, it _would_ have done so."

Bellatrix scowled while Lucius then looked to each of his remaining allies as he asked, "But I just have to wonder something, my friends: before I arrived here, did any of you think of telling our Lord of the other impossibility that took place on this night? The fact that Harry Potter somehow managed to _survive the Veil of Death?_"

Now Voldemort was listening, although the remaining members of the Ministry raiding party seemed to answer Lucius' question with guilty and even frightened looks; putting that to one side for now, the Dark Lord looked from Bellatrix to Lucius, his red eyes narrowed with a hint of actual curiosity and amusement as he asked, "Are you trying to joke with me, Lucius?"

"Never, my Lord," answered Lucius, now returning his attention to Voldemort.

Lowering his head in respect, Lucius swallowed hard before he lifted it again and, meeting the eyes of the Dark Lord, he spoke quickly, but clearly as he told him, "Potter dived in the way of a curse that Bellatrix aimed at Black and was sent hurtling through the Veil of Death. For a long moment, there seemed to be very little that anyone could do and Black even went on the offensive against Bellatrix, but then…I don't know how, exactly, but Potter returned…in his own veil of _black smoke!_"

The emphasis on the last words made Voldemort's eyes widen as Lucius nodded once, his earlier suspicions now showing themselves once again as he waited for the Dark Lord's verdict.

Returning his expression to its usual apathetic sense of dominance, Voldemort steepled his fingers before he commanded, "Everyone _except_ Lucius and Bellatrix leave _now:_ in the meantime, Rookwood, summon Severus to me at once!"

"Yes my Lord," replied Rookwood, bowing once as he left the room with his colleagues.

Once they were alone, Voldemort looked to Bellatrix with a mix of disappointment and anger in his eyes as he asked, "Did I hear Lucius right, Bellatrix? Did _you _cast a Killing Curse at Harry Potter, send him through the Veil of Death and _then_ witness his miraculous resurrection?"

Bellatrix trembled as she saw the fury in the eyes of her lord; with a trembling voice, she whimpered, "My Lord…it was a trick of the light…we didn't really see him…he didn't die…he's just a filthy half-blood…"

"_Yes or no, Bellatrix?_" snarled Voldemort, his magic bleeding out slightly as he aimed his wrath at Bellatrix, who let out a cry of pain and fear as she felt the power of the Dark Lord hit her.

"Yes, yes, yes…it did happen, Master!" cried Bellatrix, whimpering as the pain of the curse hit her whereas, in any other situation, she might have seen it as a moment of teaching from her lord and enjoyed every moment.

Now, however, even Bellatrix Lestrange understood the pain and fury was real and not a moment of teaching.

As the power hit her, Bellatrix then heard her lord's voice address her once again, demanding nothing but the truth as he asked "And the black smoke: did it _really_ return from the Veil and take Harry Potter's form?"

"Y-Y-yes, my Lord," stammered Bellatrix, a part of her fearing what was coming next.

Her answer came in the form of her lord's sigh of disappointment before he told her, "You have always been a faithful servant, Bellatrix; you never failed to give me what I ask whenever I ask it. Your attacks on the Longbottom Family notwithstanding, you have always acted as I wished and done all that I have asked of you."

"Please…my Lord…" Bellatrix pleaded, her eyes on her lord as she whimpered, "Spare me…I will not fail you…I will never lie to you ever again…"

"Indeed you won't," Voldemort replied, lifting his wand before he hissed, "Goodbye, my sweet Bellatrix: _Avada Kedavra!_"

Bellatrix's scream was like a banshee's wail as it echoed through the halls of Riddle Manor, her body hitting the floor while, nearby, the Dark Lord sensed Nagini's hint of excitement at the prospect of a meal, although she waited for his summons before she moved.

Lowering his wand once again, Voldemort looked to Lucius before he asked, "Now Lucius, tell me: this black smoke that Potter emerged from. Was there anything else about him that seemed unusual…for him anyway?"

"His eyes," answered Lucius, shivering with a feeling of dread as he remembered the icy stare and the couldn't-care-less attitude of the so-called Saviour of Good.

Even the Dark Lord didn't frighten Lucius as much as the thought of those eyes being the last thing that he saw, but Lucius didn't say that out loud.

Instead, he drew on his courage and personal willpower as he explained, "They were like liquid pools of silver in his gaze rather than the emerald that Lily Potter was believed to pass onto him."

"And when he killed?" asked Voldemort.

"Swift, deadly and strong: _incredibly strong!_" answered Lucius, his voice edged by the same dread that he'd had when speaking with Moody as he told the Dark Lord, "When he moved to perform such a deed, it was so quick that it actually mirrored your own Dark Apparition with his smoky trails, my Lord. Adding up the evidence and what I saw, I can only assume that Potter is…somehow, he has become…"

"An Ectomancer," whispered Voldemort, earning a nod from Lucius before, placing two fingers against his lips in a thoughtful expression, the Dark Lord then added, "That explains a lot…quite a lot indeed."

"My Lord?"

"Does he know the full extent of his powers?" asked Voldemort, earning a shake of the head from Lucius.

"I do not believe so, my Lord," answered the Death Eater, his voice still showing fear as he told him, "But…but it seems that he knows his most-trusted: Black was able to bring him out of the state and return his eyes to green, though they were more…I don't know…viridian or luminescent than emerald."

"Then his powers are already one with him," whispered Voldemort, his eyes narrowed as he asked, "But how long have they been so? That's the question: do you believe Albus knows about this?"

"If he does, then Potter may be in even greater peril than usual," answered Lucius, clearing his throat for a moment before he added, "My Lord, I know that Potter is our enemy and it is your fate to kill him, but…under the circumstances…"

"Yes Lucius," agreed Voldemort, his eyes fixed on those of his follower as he added, "I was just considering the same thing: where is Wormtail?"

"With Severus as per your orders at his home in Spinner's End," answered Lucius.

"Have him meet…with an accidental ambush," explained Voldemort, earning a bow of the head from Lucius before he added, "And then, Lucius, I want you to bring your son to me; not for Marking, no…I have a much-greater mission for him. One that, should he succeed, will give Draco his freedom forever and he will never again come before me as my servant; on that, my old friend, you have my word."

Lucius bowed respectfully.

As he did so, however, the blonde missed the sudden flash of pain that crossed Voldemort's face as he felt something take root inside of him that hadn't been there before; something that had hit him just moments before his followers had retreated from the Ministry.

Something _impossible_ and yet oh-so-very-explainable if Lucius' theories were to be confirmed as being correct.

As the blonde-haired Death Eater lifted himself once more, the door opened and Severus Snape swept into the room, bowing low as he reached the front, though his eyes widened momentarily as he saw Bellatrix's dead body lying there.

"You…you summoned me, my Lord?" asked the double-agent, his eyes low as he faced his lord while he also felt fear at the thought of Bellatrix, the Dark Lord's _other_ most-faithful – aside from Lucius – having met her death.

"I have a mission for you, Severus," explained Voldemort, his voice edged with amusement as he added, "One that will prove, once and for all, exactly where your loyalties lie: with me, with Albus or, just perhaps, with someone that is no longer of this world."

"My Lord?" asked Severus, lifting his eyes as he saw the Dark Lord watching him with the same amusement that he'd spoken with.

"I am not a fool, Severus," explained the Dark Lord, each word tinged with a modicum of actual respect as well as amusement as he told the dark-haired man, "Do not presume to believe that I was blind to your little spying actions; now, if you succeed in this little assignment, you will have the reward of your freedom…once and for all, but if you fail, then I will make sure that you _beg_ for death, do I make myself clear?"

"Yes, my Lord," answered Severus, a part of him fearing for the future if the Dark Lord truly knew of his means of protecting all that remained of his true superior and the one to whom the loyalties of his heart and soul would always belong to.

Even so, he was also shocked to hear the man offer freedom in return for _one_ small feat of obedience.

"What do you command?"

Glancing once to Lucius, Voldemort smirked before he returned his attention to Severus as he gave him his final order;

"Protect Harry Potter…"

**So, Chapter One is done and, as I said before, you might recognise the idea from a previous piece of work; well, this time, there are more than a few changes that will come to be revealed; anyway, what do you think Voldemort felt not once, but twice when Harry was 'reborn' as an Ectomancer?**
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_Glancing once to Lucius, Voldemort smirked before he returned his attention to Severus as he gave him his final order;_

_"Protect Harry Potter…"_

Chapter 2: Huh? I Did What Now?

When Harry awoke the next morning – or rather, later in the morning – he was momentarily confused as to where he was or what was going on, but at the same time, Harry felt like something good, something _really_ good had happened.

Opening his eyes, the young wizard was momentarily confused by the blurriness that filled his vision, though as he looked through the blur, he could easily make out the shaggy hair and worn features of his godfather, Sirius Black.

Lifting himself slightly, Harry nearly jumped out of his skin when Sirius, turning over so that he was looking at his godson, asked him, "Hey there; how do you feel, pup?"

"Like I just went against a nest of Horntails with a rubber sword," groaned Harry, earning a soft laugh from Sirius before, shaking his head with a mix of pain and fatigue, he then asked, "Sirius, can you pass me my glasses? It hurts my eyes and my head to see things like this."

"Then perhaps…" Sirius suggested before, to Harry's surprise, his godfather moved one hand and _removed_ Harry's glasses from his face, bringing the world into crystal-clear focus.

While Harry lifted his hand to his eyes with a look of shock revealed in his green-eyed gaze, Sirius went on, "You should take them off, Harry: it wouldn't do to damage your eyesight any more than it has already been damaged."

"What?" asked Harry, earning a soft smile from Sirius.

"What do you remember about last night?" asked Sirius, his tone suggesting a truly-serious air of concern rather than his usual joking attitude.

For a moment, Harry actually assumed the worst as he blurted out, "Sirius! What was going through your head? For Merlin's sake, I'm fifteen…"

"NO!" Sirius barked, an actual expression of disbelief in his grey eyes before he laughed as he realised what Harry must have been thinking.

Shaking his head, he went on, "Hell no, pup: even if I _were_ swinging for the other side, I'd never do anything like that to you. Oh, Merlin's hairy bollocks, your face is priceless right now!"

"Thanks for that image, Sirius," grumbled Harry, earning another chuckle from his godfather before he asked him, "Okay, so if it wasn't anything that might be called…_inappropriate_, then what _did_ happen? Last thing I remember was…was…"

"Yes?" asked Sirius, his expression returning to its serious look once again, which, for Sirius, didn't make him look as normal or troubled as the expression would look on the faces of others.

On the contrary, it actually looked _weird_.

Lifting his head to meet his godfather's eyes, Harry replied calmly, "I remember the Avada Kedavra and then…nothing: I know I'm probably not hung over because I'm still underage, but if I had to describe what I'm feeling right now, it'd be that."

With an amused smirk, Sirius then asked, "So do you remember what happened before you fell asleep, pup? Do you remember us talking about the wards on my…sorry, on _our_ home?"

"Urgh…vaguely," groaned Harry, massaging his temples while his consciousness tried to put the pieces back together as he told Sirius, "You…you said something about someone that…that you trust more than anyone else in the world. Who's that, Sirius?"

"You, duh!" Sirius remarked, shaking his head as he saw that Harry wasn't fibbing or trying to prank him.

He genuinely couldn't recall some of the events that had led him to this point, which also probably meant that he didn't remember unleashing his inner powers either or what he did with them.

"Me?" asked Harry, half-laughing as he added, "Why? I mean surely someone like Remy or Tonks or even Moody…"

"I _do_ trust Remy and Tonks is family," agreed Sirius, pulling himself upright while he watched Harry continue to massage his temples, trying to recall the lost images that seemed to wander amongst the mists of his mind.

"As for Alastor, if he became my most-trusted over anyone and everyone else, I'd probably live to regret it because of what that man thinks of as a safe haven. However, last night, my most-trusted risked his life to save mine, despite the fact that he received a false vision _and_ the fact that him and his friends went up against Voldemort's most-faithful."

Harry's eyes suddenly widened as Sirius went on, "But to me, the fact that you not only risked it all to protect me as well as…as _actually_ being able to save me from certain death constitutes a life-debt. And, even though I am condemned by our _lovely_ Minister and his troupe, I am still a Lord of a Most Noble and Ancient Household. And so, as such, I choose to repay that debt to you by putting my fate and my family's fate in your hands, Harry: by the magic of my debt and the honour in my blood, I, Sirius Orion Black, do hereby grant all rights, privileges and titles to Harry James Potter that come with being known as Heir Presumptive of the Most Noble and Ancient House of Black."

A bright flash of magic suddenly lit up the room and, when it faded, Harry saw a single silver signet ring on his left-hand ring finger, the top of which had a raven's head engraved into it.

"There," Sirius told Harry, smiling as he saw his godson's shock, "Now, magically-speaking, I can finally and fully treat you as the son that I never had, Harry Potter-Black. And before you even _think_ of taking it back, let me fill in a blank for you: last night, when the Avada Kedavra curse _should _have hit me, you stepped in the line of fire and took it, sending you through the Veil in my place."

"Sirius…come on…" laughed Harry, but Sirius' smile dropped and his grey eyes locked onto his godson with an expression of truth and honesty.

"Penny in the air…" whispered Sirius, before Harry's eyes widened and, with his lip quivering, he let his voice echo through the house;

"I DID _WHAT?_"

"And the penny drops," finished Sirius, putting his arms around his godson and newly-adopted son and heir as he told him, "Don't worry, Harry; I'd never lie to you and, I know it sounds impossible, but everything that I'm about to tell you _really_ happened."

As Harry trembled with a mix of fear, shock, horror and disbelief, he barely managed to listen to Sirius as he told Harry the story of the Ministry battle and everything that happened.

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

As breakfast regained some estranged sense of normality for Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, there were one or two members of the mass of students whom noticed that there were a few people missing from the feast, most-importantly, Harry Potter and his Golden Trio.

While some made rumours and wild guesses as to the fate of the so-called ex-hero of magic, there was one member of the hall that kept his eyes down, his hands gripped tightly as a magical pulse rocked through his core, filling him with a feeling of loss that, in all fairness, he'd been expecting for some time now.

Draco Malfoy, Prefect of Slytherin and second-in-command of the Inquisitorial Squad, trembled with pain as his magic suffered a loss that he'd been expecting ever since he realised the consequences of his vanity and pride in challenging the Heir of House Potter to an official wizard's duel.

A duel that he had forfeited by not being there to meet his challenger and, as per the ancient, binding rules of conquest, named Harry as the victor and master of Draco's fate.

The revelation of just how screwed he had become hadn't hit Draco until he'd seen Harry Potter stand against the apparently-ex-Headmistress Umbridge and challenge her on an open field, using his loyalty and devotion to his friends to inspire a rebellion by Fred and George Weasley.

At that moment, Draco had realised that he'd chosen the wrong side to stand on and, at the same time, his pureblood decorum screamed at him to make things right before they became even worse.

Now, sat at the Slytherin Table with his curious, questioning housemates around him, Draco felt the magic that marked him as the next lord of his family leave him, a part of him wondering what could have happened to not only hold off on the magic hitting him, but also what had made Harry become the next lord.

As Draco's mind whirled with questions, he was surprised, but not frighteningly-so, when a parchment suddenly appeared with a soft flash in his hands bearing what looked like the Gringotts seal.

Opening the parchment, the penny dropped for Draco as his questions were answered.

_To the right honourable Draco Alexander Malfoy, Son of Lucius Abraxas Malfoy and Narcissa Vesta Malfoy nee Black_

_By the will of Lord Sirius Orion Black, your rights as Heir Presumptive to the Most Noble and Ancient House of Black have been expunged and passed to Heir Harry James Potter-Black. _

_As this is the will of the House Lord and under repayment of a life-debt towards Heir Potter-Black, neither you nor any other members of the Most Noble and Ancient House of Black may challenge this for any reason that would have seen you or them become Heir to the Most Noble and Ancient House of Black._

_Your status as Heir Presumptive to the Noble House of Malfoy is still intact, but only marginally due to the act of conquest held over you by Heir Potter-Black that has not yet been enacted or claimed. _

_If he should choose to do otherwise, your rights will be waived and your title taken, leaving you with whatever fate he chooses for you._

_May your fortunes flow forevermore_

_Sincerely, Warmaster Riptide_

_Chief Financier and Advisor to the Most Noble and Ancient House of Black_

_Gringotts Bank_

'Oh yeah,' thought Draco as he tried to put his breakfast in the place of the lead weight that had sunk into his stomach, 'I'm screwed.'

Little did he realise that he would soon get a chance to redeem himself in the eyes of the Black Heir.

For although the thought didn't cross his mind at that moment, Draco Malfoy had no idea just how important he was to the brave young man with the pale-green eyes.

If he did, he might not have hesitated in trying to make things better for both of them.

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

"That…that's not possible…I'm not…I'm not a murderer."

"It is, You're not and yet you still did," Sirius replied calmly, seeing the fear return to Harry's eyes as he finished his explanation of the events of the night before, each part of which earned him a look of disbelief, awe and even curiosity from Harry.

However, when Sirius revealed what Harry had done to Dolohov, it was all replaced by a look of sheer surprise and horror that had Harry looking both sick and just a little disbelieving of his godfather.

"I know it seems scary and disbelieving, Harry," Sirius continued, keeping his voice calm while he tried to reassure his godson of the truth. "But if there's one thing that you should remember, it's that I will _never_ try to sway or deceive you in any way. So when I tell you that everything I've just explained is the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth so help me Merlin, then it means that you know that I'm telling you the truth…or at least, I hope you do because, between you and me, kiddo, I'm still having trouble digesting the information myself and I _saw_ it happen."

"But…but how did I do…whatever I did?" asked Harry curiously, his fear slowly ebbing away as he knew that Sirius was right.

Other than his friends – whom Harry hoped were still his friends when this was all over – Sirius was someone that Harry always believed would be honest with him.

"How did I move faster than…than what should be humanly-possible? How did I throw Lestrange against solid stone and manage to kill like that? "

"I don't know," admitted Sirius, his voice edged by the troubling emotions that he felt as he heard Harry's fear and doubt, although, for a moment, Sirius also thought he saw another expression cross Harry's face as he talked about killing another person.

And that emotion was _satisfaction!_

Trying to keep his own fears out of his voice, Sirius went on, "But I _do_ know someone that might: the same person that convinced me to be the voice of reason that broke you out of that drone-like trance: Lucius."

"Malfoy protecting you and me; now _that's_ hard to believe," laughed Harry, before he frowned as he added, "And yet…I can _just_ recall his voice speaking to the others, telling them to lower their wands unless they _want_ to die."

"And then he told me to speak to you," added Sirius, nodding with agreement to Harry's recollection, "Maybe…whatever happened to you created a fugue-like state, but now that you're starting to accept what happened, it's letting you remember again."

"Or maybe I was just disoriented by my sleep and now that I'm waking up fully, I'm able to think," suggested Harry, before he frowned again as he asked, "Wait: there's…there's something else, Sirius. Something's wrong…I can…I can _feel_ it."

"What can you feel?" asked Sirius, earning a look from Harry that seemed to be a mix of relief and bewilderment as he answered him;

"My bond with Tom…it's gone!"

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

On his own end of the would-be bond, Tom Riddle/Lord Voldemort frowned to himself as he too realised that he could no longer feel Harry's mind as a part of him, which either meant that the boy's overdose of magical energy had actually knocked him comatose or, somehow, the bond between them had been erased.

Given Lucius' assumption and the Dark Lord's mutual agreement to the fact that Harry might be an Ectomancer, it made sense, but what didn't make sense was the feeling that Tom had that told him something had been…taken.

Something inside him was screaming to keep as far away from the apparent-Ectomancer as possible and yet, at the same time, the Dark Lord felt like there was something missing. Like something that had all but confirmed the existence of his bond with Harry Potter had now been destroyed.

And, more than the fear of what Harry would do when he discovered just how powerful he could be chilled him to the bone, Tom also felt afraid because he felt like whatever this _thing_ was that had been destroyed inside of Harry had been something he'd missed.

He didn't like the thought, but the Dark Lord felt just as scared and vulnerable as he would in _one_ situation: the destruction/exorcism of one of his Horcruxes, but that was impossible.

Harry Potter was many things and more, but a Horcrux?

'Unless,' a small voice whispered in the back of his mind, 'He's one that you _didn't_ mean to create.'

Snapping his eyes open – a part of him wondering exactly when he'd closed them – Voldemort's expression turned into one of confused revelation as he considered what he'd just thought about his now-former enemy.

If his thoughts were correct – and he actually prayed to whatever force decided his fate that they weren't – then it would mean that everything that had led up to this moment had been the work of someone else.

After all, if Harry Potter _was_ a Horcrux, then it stood to reason that Voldemort would want the boy alive rather than dead.

But, at the same time, if the boy was destroyed, then so would the Horcrux inside him and the Dark Lord would be one step closer to his own death.

And there was only one person that Tom could think of who'd want that to happen, no matter the cost.

"Harry…" whispered the Dark Lord, his voice wavering slightly as he considered his theories.

"What have you become?"

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

At Harry's insistence, despite the worry about what others would say about him being there, Sirius returned his godson to Hogwarts, using the passageway underneath Honeydukes to sneak him back into the school with _Padfoot/Snuffles_ at his side.

As Harry left the tunnel and closed the entrance behind him, his godfather's Animagus form at his heels, the first thing that the young Gryffindor did was breathe in a sense of freedom and relief as he looked down to the mutt at his heels.

"Shocks and surprises aside, there is one thing I've got to say about this," explained Harry, earning what could have been described as a curious look from Padfoot.

Letting out a dry laugh, Harry rubbed the back of his neck as he explained, "It sure feels good to not have to worry about Tom entering my head with the bond gone. Come on, boy: let's go and see how the others are doing."

With a bark of agreement, Padfoot followed Harry along the familiar corridors and up the stairs towards the Hospital Wing.

Once there, Harry easily crept past Madam Pomfrey, who seemed to be examining another of the beds where a student lay, and, reaching the end, he stopped next to a small clutter of beds that had their curtains drawn.

Making sure that the coast was clear – which meant waiting until the mediwitch's attention was truly off his godson – Sirius changed back into his human form before he extended a hand to one of the curtains.

At the exact moment that his hand touched the curtain, he gasped and smiled as another hand appeared from the other side and, dragging Sirius inside with Harry, the owner of the hand asked, "What did Sirius Black tell me shortly before he left for the Ministry?"

"I said that you could trust me, Moony," answered Sirius, smirking with a knowing sense of false innocence as he added, "And then I created a temporary Portkey that cut through the wards so that I could go and find my godson."

"And I should tear out each of your nose hairs with a red-hot poker for doing it!" growled Remus Lupin, his eyes fixed on Sirius, who suddenly looked nervous while Harry hid a smile as best as he could.

Seeing the look and the losing battle by his former student, Remus scoffed with a sigh before he added, "I don't need to check Harry because there's no mistaking him, not even after…after what happened."

Looking to the bed that Remus was sat next to, Harry's heart sank into his stomach as he saw Hermione lying there, her ribs bandaged from where the curse had struck her during the firefight. On either side of her bed, Neville and Ginny were lying peacefully, both of them apparently sleeping despite the scar that covered Neville's left eyebrow as well as the sling around Ginny's left arm. (1)

"Where's everyone else?" asked Harry softly, curling his hands into fists as an anger that he'd never known – not even when snapping at Dumbledore to hear him – rose up inside of him at the sight of his friends wounds.

"Luna has gone to get changed into something more comfortable and Ron has gone to breakfast despite Poppy's protests otherwise," explained Remus, earning a scoff from Harry that sounded more amused than disbelieving.

"Wild Hippogriffs couldn't keep Ronald Weasley away from food," muttered Harry, earning a wide-eyed look from Remus before he asked, "Luna's going to be okay too; I know she will be…but what about these three?"

"Whatever curse Dolohov used to cut her open seems to be slowly-healing, even slower than most others would with these treatments," explained Remus, remembering the audible snap of Dolohov's neck as Harry had killed him.

From the way that Harry seemed almost infuriated by the level of darkness in the curse, Remus could hazard a guess that Sirius had told him about the events of late last night and earlier that morning.

"I should have done more than snap his neck!" growled Harry, earning gasps from Sirius and Remus; at the same time, the air seemed to become thick with a sensation that, although he didn't want to think about it, reminded Sirius of the effects of Dementors drawing near.

The dread and the sensation that you'd never be happy again filled the air while Harry's eyes had gone from bright-viridian-green to the same liquid-silver colour that they had become in the Ministry.

"Harry," Sirius warned him, his voice edged by concern as he told Harry, "It's okay: she's alive…and we'll find a way to help her. You know that even a small thing like this cut won't stop Hermione from being there when you need her…at least, I hope it doesn't."

Perhaps it was because of the way that Lucius Malfoy had said that Harry trusted Sirius or perhaps it was the hint of Hermione being there as she usually was, even despite what Harry had done.

Whatever it was, it seemed to work: as Harry heard Sirius' words, the dread-fuelled effects vanished from the air around them while Harry's eyes also returned to their newly-brightened shade of green.

Once he was calm again, Harry turned his head to Neville's apparently-sleeping form, his eyes filled with the same sense of calm friendship as he considered what this brave soul had done to help him without needing to be asked.

On the contrary, Neville had been the one to convince Harry of the fact that they stood together no matter what, a fact that brought a brief smile to Harry's lips as he asked, "What about him and Ginny? Are they okay?"

"Rookwood cast a Bone Blaster at Ginny, hence the sling," explained Remus, earning a frown from Harry as he added, "She's had to ingest Skele-Gro, which from your own experience cub, you know isn't a fast process either."

Harry made a face as he remembered taking in the mixture in his second year while Remus, hiding his own smile of amusement, went on with a calm, but explanatory tone of voice, "As for Neville, he tried defending Hermione when she fell and got a Cutting Curse that narrowly missed his face from Rabastan Lestrange. He'll have that scar for the rest of his life as the counter-curse isn't one that's known to many, except perhaps…"

"It's Vulnera Sanentur," explained a familiar monotone voice, making Harry, Remus and Sirius turn to see Severus Snape enter the closed space, his eyes filled with a look that could have been described as genuine relief as he saw Harry standing there.

He didn't even seem to mind that Sirius was standing there either; instead, he kept his tone as calm and levelled as ever as he told them, "It's a curse that I created back in my own time at Hogwarts and, as part of my affiliation with the Dark Lord, he forced me to teach my curses to his followers, including Sectumsempra."

"Is that what's cut Hermione too?" asked Harry, ignoring his hatred of the man for the moment as he listened to the information he was being given.

"Perhaps," answered Severus, approaching Hermione's bed; as soon as he did so, however, he found Harry pointing his wand at the Potions Master, his brighter-coloured eyes filled with a sense of warning as he faced him.

While Sirius watched with a curious air and Remus seemed to understand Harry's ire, Severus just glanced towards Harry before he explained, "If you care about her, Mister Potter, you'll let me help her."

"What did _Professor_ Snape threaten to do to me after the Second Task?" asked Harry, his eyes fixed on Severus while Sirius suddenly looked as angry at the thought of his enemy actually threatening his adopted son.

"Do we really…" Severus began, but he was cut off by Harry pointing his wand at the man, the tip of said wand pressing deep into Severus' neck, the dread-inducing feeling from before returning while, unseen by Sirius and Remus, but not by Severus, Harry's eyes started to gain a silvery hue to their colouring as he stared at the Potions Master.

"Answer the question," snarled Harry, his eyes actually darkening towards the same shade of silver that he'd shown before in his rage, "Everyone and their Dark Marked Mother knows that the best way to destroy me is through her more than any other of my friends. Even Tom knows that and he doesn't need the bond to see it. So answer the question, _Snivellus_, because you're not getting to her or anyone else close to me until you do."

"In that case," Severus replied softly, his memory of the Dark Lord's orders keeping him calm and civil towards the one that truly hated him, "I threatened, although I should say that it _was_ an empty threat as I underestimated your abilities, but I threatened to dose you with Veritaserum to find out if you had been stealing from me."

"And, lo and behold, I _hadn't_," scowled Harry, his eyes returning to the same shade of viridian that they had now become before he added, "But one more question: what is Severus Snape's _real_ problem with Harry Potter?"

Looking to Sirius and Remus, Severus swallowed hard before he told Harry, "I have no problems with you, Harry James Potter."

Harry scoffed, but Severus quickly continued before the boy had a chance to interrupt, "What I dislike about you is what you remind me of. Not only the enemy whom I thought that I would celebrate when he died, which I didn't; but you also remind me of the friend that I lost and, every day since, I have tried to distance myself from you because I feared that I would lose the last thing that could remind me of the friendship that I lost."

Here, Severus' tone became as cold and warning as the day that Harry had rebounded his Legilimency probe onto him as the man added, "And you have seen my memories yourself of that moment, so you know that I speak the truth: on my life, I swear that this _is_ the truth."

The magic filled the room and, as it faded, Severus Snape still stood there, though his expression was one of genuine sorrow as he told Harry, "I am sorry for what you must think of me, but I want you to know that I am going to try my best to make this right. I swear on her grave that I will never target you again: now, all that I seek is to help you become whatever you choose to be…and that starts right now, so please…Harry; please let me help your friend."

Harry lowered his wand and watched as Severus moved to the bed where Hermione lay; as the Potions Master traced his wand over Hermione's wound, Harry moved to where Sirius and Remus were sat with equally-shocked expressions on their faces.

"You do realise that the key reason he lost her is your fault, right, Sirius?" asked Harry softly, earning a nod from Sirius as he added, "My Dad saved him and it was from Remus, so other than the coward, whom would be left to endanger him so badly?"

"I know," Sirius replied, more than aware of Harry's rage showing as he asked his question.

"All these years," whispered Harry, moving back to Hermione's other side where he saw Severus now tracing his wand over the scar once again, this time muttering his counter-curse as he did so. "And it was never his fault…and for that and _only_ that, I forgive you…Professor."

Severus looked up to Harry, his coal-black eyes meeting Harry's bright-green ones; for a long time, neither man said anything before Severus, looking back to Hermione, muttered, "It is Sectumsempra, but Dolohov has twisted it with darker magic than should have been used. The counter curse is working, but it will take time to fully repair."

"How much time?" asked Harry, taking the unspoken remark of agreement and mutual respect as his cue to continue as he had begun.

"Another day…maybe longer," explained Severus, lifting his head to meet Harry's gaze as he told him, "And a potion that will help strengthen the bones and muscles around her wound so that she becomes stronger quicker. Since it is your closest acquaintance that we are talking about, Mr Potter, would you like to supervise me making it for her?"

"No," answered Harry, looking back to Hermione as he stroked her soft hair gently, earning a sigh of contentment from his friend as he added, "I never thought I'd say this to you, Professor, but…I trust you. So go…and for what it's worth…"

"Don't say it," Severus told him, moving away from the bed with his usual billowing-robes appearance.

As he went to leave, however, the Potions Master stopped before he added, "And Potter, one last thing."

Looking to the man, Harry listened as Severus added, "On _certain_ orders, you'll find Black being free and clear by tomorrow morning, but also, from now on, I am no longer your professor…at least not in a Potions sense."

"Then what are you, sir?" asked Harry, earning a soft snigger from Remus as Severus told him;

"At the request of our colleagues, it would seem that I am now the new Headmaster of Hogwarts."

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

After the surprising announcement from his newly-redeemed Professor-turned-Headmaster, Harry decided to take a moment to stretch his legs;

While Sirius and Remus told him that they would watch over Hermione and make sure that she was okay, Harry chose to answer a call.

Namely the call of his rumbling stomach: he hadn't eaten all night and since waking up; now he was _starving._

Rather than head for the Great Hall to join the rest of the school for breakfast, Harry instead made his way to the kitchens and, entering the room, he was amused, but a little surprised to find a familiar House Elf being the first to greet him.

"Hi Dobby," smirked Harry, cutting off the little guy's usual hero-worship of him as he asked, "I know you're busy, but could you perhaps make me some breakfast?"

"Of course, sir," replied Dobby, bowing as he always did whenever he was with Harry, "Dobby will make Harry Potter's break fast and nourish his friend to the fullness he should be, sir."

Harry went to argue, but if the past year had taught him anything, it was that when Dobby put his mind to the service of Harry's needs, there was no stopping him. So, choosing an empty part of the kitchens, Harry sank to the floor and heaved a deep sigh as he waited for his meal.

While he waited, it was then that Harry noticed something that was, more than anything, a little odd.

The House Elves that were going through their usual tasks seemed to almost attempt to keep their distance from Harry, some of them even looking at him with what could only be described as intimidating, even-fearful expressions.

When Dobby returned with Harry's meal – as well as conjuring a small table for his friend to sit at – Harry began to tuck into his food, but not before he looked over at the elf while he asked him, "Dobby, is…is everything okay with the other elves? I mean…why are they looking at me like that?"

"We House Elves sense the great Harry Potter's new powers," explained Dobby, earning a frown from Harry that showed his confusion as well as his curiosity.

"What new powers?"

He remembered what Sirius had said about him moving as quickly as he had done and throwing Bellatrix around like a rag doll, but other than that, he hadn't said anything about great powers or them being Harry's or anything like that.

"The Great Harry Potter has been elevated, sir," explained Dobby, earning a raised eyebrow from Harry as he ate his food, "His magic has been blessed by ancient powers and given the gifts of ones that we know as the Lost Ones."

"Lost Ones?" asked Harry, looking to Dobby with curiosity in his expression, "Who are the Lost Ones, Dobby?"

Suddenly, Dobby's attitude went from hero-worshipping-obedient to dread-fuelled and almost as terrified as his magical colleagues as he wrung his ears in a familiar expression of keeping the silence.

Anticipating his next move, Harry quickly held his hands up as he told him in a firm, but caring voice, "Hey, no punishing yourself, Dobby: if you can't talk about it, that's fine."

"It is not that Dobby cannot talk, Harry Potter sir," answered the elf, his voice wavering with a hint of fear that Harry hadn't heard in nearly three years as he explained, "Is just the Lost Ones are…they are evil spirits, sir."

Harry frowned, but he didn't say anything as he listened to what Dobby was telling him, "Condemned Ones broken from good and bad magic, but Dobby trusts that the Great Harry Potter is not to be feared, sir; Dobby will never fear his friend, Harry Potter."

"Thanks…I think," mused Harry, returning to his meal as he asked, "Dobby, if I asked you to do so, would you want to be _my_ elf?"

The little guy's eyes lit up with a brightness to them that was like a kid at Christmas.

Nodding so fast that his ears flopped about like wings, Dobby then explained, "Dobby would always be wanting to serve the Great Harry Potter; now that Harry Potter has the magic of the Lost Ones, Dobby is more-honoured for Dobby would always be loyal and belong to Harry Potter."

"And this…this evil spirit thing doesn't frighten you, Dobby?" asked Harry.

"Harry Potter has never harmed Dobby like former master would, sir," explained the elf, earning a look of mutual agreement from Harry before he bowed low as he added, "If Harry Potter says yes, Dobby is honoured and willing to give his magic to Harry Potter's service, sir."

"Then…then yes," Harry replied, feeling what could only be described as a _chain_ of magical energy seemingly linking him to Dobby; at the same time, his young friend's attire became that of a plain-black robe with what looked like a stag on the lapel, the sign of which made Harry laugh as he considered the irony of what he supposed was his family's recognised crest.

With the magic now linking them together, Harry sighed before he told Dobby, "If you're going to be my elf, then we need a few rules, Dobby: first, only ever call me Harry and not Master; second, if you feel a need to punish yourself for something, ignore it. You are my friend and not my slave, so if you do anything wrong, then I will decide for myself what your punishment will be. Third, and this one is most-important, but you'll be getting two Sickles a week to use on whatever it is that you may need to make yourself feel at home around me and, finally, I have a request for you…well, I guess I should call it an order now, huh?"

"Indeed, Harry sir," answered Dobby, looking up to his new master as he asked, "What may Dobby do for his friend, Harry Potter?"

"Go to the Hospital Wing and keep an eye on Neville, Hermione and Ginny," answered Harry, smiling softly as he saw Dobby's eyes light up at the way that Harry thought about his friends despite this whole _Lost Ones_ thing. "If they want to leave the room, don't stop them, but make sure that they remain unharmed and out of trouble from anyone else. And Dobby?"

"Yes sir?" asked the elf as he prepared to leave to answer his master's orders.

"Remember the first order that I gave you? About never trying to save my life again if it means doing what you did in my second year?"

Dobby nodded.

"That order is now the same for Hermione and my friends: unless it's _really_ necessary, don't go trying to save them from something that they can get out of themselves."

"Yes Harry Potter," replied Dobby, before he vanished with a click of his fingers.

Finishing his meal, Harry then rose from his seat and, straightening his clothes, he took one last look around the kitchens, a part of him a little uneasy at how the House Elves were watching him with the looks of fear and intimidation, before he left to make his way back to Gryffindor Tower.

'Lost Ones,' thought Harry, his mind focused on what Dobby had said as he'd eaten, 'Condemned Ones…evil spirits with no ties to good _or_ evil. Does that mean that they can't…that _I_ can't tell the difference?'

Not for the first time that day did Harry feel his body shiver with fear and disdain as he tried to leave his thoughts where they were…

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

After taking a long shower and changing out of his clothes from the Battle of the Ministry, Harry changed into a loose-fitting, but comfortable pair of dark denim jeans and, as he went to slip his shirt over his head, the young Gryffindor took a moment to look at his reflection.

After everything that had happened, he wasn't surprised to notice the odd pockmarks that hinted at scarring and magical damage, but at the same time, Harry was then aware – for the first time since he'd woken in Sirius' home – of the viridian-green shade of his eyes.

Looking at the eerily-pale colour actually made him shiver as, when matched up to his pale, gaunt appearance and haunted, torment-filled features, it actually made him look like some sort of malevolent ghost or phantom.

'An evil spirit,' thought Harry, remembering Dobby's words from the kitchens.

Slipping his shirt on – a dark-red shirt that had once belonged to Dudley, just like everything else that Harry wore – the young wizard then frowned as he realised that there was an opportunity that he was missing out on here.

If Severus' hint was saying what Harry hoped that it was, then it meant that Sirius was going to be free and clear. This also meant that Harry would never have to go back to the Dursleys or put up with their barking demands ever again, which meant that Sirius was going to be taking care of him.

Lowering his eyes, Harry eyed the ring that was wrapped around his finger, the sight of the raven-head crest making him smile as he knew that Sirius would have probably done this to him even if he had died.

He could just picture the guy's last will and testament sticking it to…to everyone that had turned against him and made him feel like he was nothing.

He could even hear Draco's cry of outrage when Sirius named Harry as his heir for one reason or another; weirdly, although the thought did make him laugh, Harry suddenly found himself thinking about Draco and how, despite everything that they had gone through together, the blonde had never actually given Harry any real reason to look upon him with true hatred.

Schoolyard rivalries, perhaps, but never hatred.

'Besides,' thought Harry, his eyes narrowed as he stared at his reflection, his mind filled with contemplative thoughts. 'Sirius said that Lucius was the one to stop them and advise Sirius to help me. So maybe I should speak to the younger Malfoy about…about whatever this is.

It was a long shot, he knew that much but maybe, as Harry wanted to believe, maybe Draco could actually help Harry and, in return, Harry would be the one to extend the olive branch to Draco.

'A second chance,' thought Harry, remembering what he'd seen in Severus' mind before he added, 'History can't repeat itself: not this time; more than anything, it'd be a way for Lucius to help me rather than hurt me.'

As he thought about that last point, Harry then laughed as he mused, 'Accepting the help of Dark Wizards, Harry? Congratulations, you've finally gone insane!'

As the laughter escaped Harry's lips, he was a little surprised by how much better he felt as the thought crossed his mind.

Of course, he was glad that Sirius was alive and that he had finally been given the home that Sirius had promised two years back, but at the same time, he felt better because he knew that things seemed to be looking up.

Whatever these new gifts of his were meant to do to him, Harry would be able to do everything in his power to research and examine each and every part of their power rather than having to rely on Hermione's smarts or the word-of-mouth of others.

The Dursleys wouldn't stop him by locking his things away and neither would the Order stop him from going after the answers by hanging out around the house like some sort of weird stalker that claimed to be protecting him.

Now, for the first time ever, Harry was well-and-truly free to do what he wanted to make himself better for _his_ own sake.

Screw the prophecy, screw being the one with whatever powers defeated whoever; from what Sirius had said, it seemed that even the Death Eaters would leave him alone now unless they _wanted_ to die.

And probably not by Tom's hand either.

"Hello Harry."

Rounding to face the mirror, Harry's eyes widened as he saw said Dark Lord's face looking back at him; clenching his fists in readiness of whatever he was going to do, Harry asked, "How? The bond is broken between us."

"But we still share blood," explained Tom, holding up a hand as he told Harry, "Don't be afraid, though: I mean you no harm, Harry. Lucius has told me about what happened in the Ministry and what you did; it might please you to know that Bellatrix is dead and Wormtail is to meet with a rather _unfortunate_ accident that will see him in the Ministry's clutches by sundown."

"So Severus wasn't lying about that," mused Harry, earning a shake of the head from the Dark Lord as he asked, "So if the bond has been broken, how are you doing this?"

"Call it a Blood-to-Blood Rite," explained Tom, smirking with a hint of knowing as he told Harry, "It _is_ rather draining, but given the circumstances, I think that it's something we can deal with. You see, Harry, if what I've heard is indeed true and if what Lucius and I suspect has come to pass, then I feel that it's only right for me to tell you that this may be the last time we face one another as enemies."

"You _are_ my enemy, Tom," insisted Harry, his eyes narrowed as he hissed, "You stole my family from me, cost me my childhood by giving them the means to stick me with magic-hating Muggles _and_ you've never stopped trying to kill me."

Tom actually seemed to take each of Harry's words to heart before the young Gryffindor heaved a sigh as he asked, "But if you mean that you're at least willing to let me have the next two years without any Voldemort-Harry Potter encounters, then…I'm listening: why and what would you ask of me to give this to me?"

"A meeting," answered Tom, earning a raised eyebrow from Harry as he went on, "Whenever you're able to get away and in whatever surroundings you feel to be somewhere of…shall we say…neutral ground: no Order, no Death Eaters, no tricks and no hidden agendas."

Harry was rather curious as to the man's reasons, but he listened nonetheless as Voldemort went on, "Just a parley between you and I for what might very well be the last time. I leave it to you to decide the time and the place and, on my honour and magic, I vow that I shall not aim to trick or deceive you in any way whatsoever: I will come with whomever you allow and you may bring whomever you feel is necessary to hear what I have to tell you, but I await either an owl or some other messenger."

For a moment, Harry felt like laughing at the impossibility of what he was hearing, but given everything else that he'd heard, felt and experienced, he wasn't too willing to leave it to chance that Tom was in fact lying.

Besides, he'd sworn on his magic and, although the bond wasn't there, there was a part of Harry that could _feel_ the sense of emotion that told him that the Dark Lord was telling the truth.

"Will I be speaking to Tom or Voldemort when we meet?" asked Harry.

With a smile, Tom answered, "I will come to the meeting under the guise of a glamour of my old self if that is what you want, Harry. All that is needed is the time and place."

"In that case," Harry told him, his eyes filled with determination as he told the Dark Lord, "One month from now: the eve of my sixteenth birthday."

"Where?"

Clenching his fists again, Harry answered him, "Where it all began: at the grave site of my parents in Godric's Hollow!"

"Appropriate," agreed the Dark Lord, nodding once as he asked, "And who will be accompanying us to these meetings?"

"Lucius and _only_ him from your side," answered Harry, his eyes burning with the range of emotions that he should have expected to come with agreeing to meet in such a personal place.

"You can also bring Nagini as it'd be interesting to meet her without being forced to watch her try to kill someone. On my end, I'll bring Severus and Sirius, the lesser because I want to see for myself where his loyalties lie and the latter because, as you already know, he'll do anything to protect me if necessary."

"Agreed," Tom nodded, giving Harry a curt smile as he added, "Until then, Harry Potter."

"Tom wait…" Harry then added, his voice edged by a sense of curiosity as he asked, "Answer me one thing."

"Anything."

Taking a breath, Harry asked, "If you're right and this meeting proves such…then tell me: what am I _meant_ to be?"

Meeting the eyes of his enemy and rival, the Dark Lord sighed as he answered Harry, his tone almost fading away with his image like a whisper in the wind;

"An Ectomancer, Harry…"

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

'An Ectomancer? What's that meant to be when it's at home?'

Harry's thoughts were a whirlwind of confusion as he sat out by the edge of the lake, the familiar place giving him a sense of calm contemplation that he'd only ever held during the Tournament.

Being out here, away from the school and away from people's prying eyes also gave Harry a chance to clear his head and try and work out what it was that Tom had called him. Given the hint at the ancient power that Dobby had mentioned, Harry knew that he couldn't very well go looking in the library for answers without raising more questions than he could answer from Madam Pince.

Since he didn't know what such power involved except for the fact that it was somehow beyond the notions of good and evil, Harry half-suspected that the only place he could find his answers was in the Restricted Section and, given what had happened at the Ministry, he didn't really want to have to explain what was going on to any member of the staff.

He could have asked Severus, but since the man probably had orders from Tom to watch over Harry, he might have kept up the façade of being the Headmaster and kept him away for the time being, at least until the meeting. He could have tried to trick Trelawney since she was so legless and off her head that she wouldn't think twice about his intentions, but given that the reason that he'd found this power in the first place was _her_ fault – yes, he recognised the voice from the prophecy orb as hers – Harry didn't think that he could face her without feeling a desire to kill her for destroying his life with her bullshit. He could have asked one of the ghosts, perhaps even Professor Binns, about the Ectomancers, but that would have only brought curiosity back to him as they asked questions that he couldn't really answer.

And so, with his mind filled with more questions than answers, Harry had sought the familiar scene of the lakeside trees and the calm of the waters while he tried to work out what he was supposed to do next.

As he sat there, Harry suddenly felt an icy chill creep up his spine and, although he didn't quite understand it, he didn't ignore it either; before his mind had a chance to catch up with the rest of him, Harry moved just in time to avoid what looked like a Stunning Spell to his body.

Drawing his wand in his own defence, Harry looked to the source of the spell.

When he saw them, however, his eyes widened as he asked in a furious voice, "What the fuck do you think you're doing attacking me, Ron?"

"I'm doing what Black and Lupin _should_ have done while they had you there, you Dark Wizard!" spat Ron, his wand pointed at Harry as he explained, "I saw what happened in the Ministry and I'm going to make sure that you can't hurt anyone else again."

"You saw it?" asked Harry, a little perplexed by his former friend's sudden iciness towards him, "You saw what…what I did?"

"If you mean how you murdered someone in cold blood without a second glance, then _yes_, I saw it!" Ron snapped, pointing his wand at Harry as he hissed, "You can't use your _title_ to escape this one, Potter: you're going to Azkaban and _I'm_ the one that's going to send you there."

"Oh, really?" asked another voice, this one also making Harry gasp as he recognised the clear, crystal-chime-like tone of his other friend as she asked, "You and who's army, Ronald?"

"Piss off, Loony!" snapped Ron, earning a frown from Harry as Luna appeared from behind the tree where he'd been sat, her own wand now pointed at Ron as she stood next to Harry.

Seeing their apparent alliance, Ron scoffed as he hissed, "Typical Death Eaters: the freaks attract the freaks and the unwanted. Then again, why else would the Boy-Who-Lived put up with an airhead like Loony Lovegood?"

"I don't know, Ron," argued Harry, now pointing his own wand at Ron as he hissed, "Maybe because she's my friend: _Incarcerous!_"

Black ropes flew from the tip of Harry's wand as he used Ron's grandstanding to his advantage; while the _King_ of the Gryffindor Quidditch Team dodged the ropes, he actually seemed to lose his bravado as he saw the two magic users pointing their wands at him, both of them intent on protecting their own.

"And her name," added Harry, "Is _Luna:_ _Petrificus Totalus!_"

This time, the Full Body Bind hit its mark as Ron fell like a sack of potatoes, his eyes wide as he stared at Harry and Luna, both of whom still kept their wands trained on him.

"Now," asked Luna, moving to Ron's side as she asked, "Are you somehow mentally challenged, Ronald? Because that's the only reason that I can think of as to why an idiot would actually take on the greatest Defence user of your year with his friends at his back."

Thankfully, they were saved any sort of witless retort from the redhead as Luna reminded him, "He _taught_ us, lame-brain, at _your_ insistence and Hermione's, I might add."

Harry actually frowned when he heard a note of challenge from Luna when she said Hermione's name, but he didn't say anything as she went on running off the facts to the redheaded idiot.

"He led the revolution and toppled the Toad's pedestal with his demons at his back and us at his side. And hello? He _survived_ the AK, the Veil and other such stuff: so why someone would go up against that power without a plan, I don't know."

Silence was golden, though Harry actually smiled as he saw Luna extend her hand to him before she told him, "Come on, Harry; let's go and check on Neville and Ginny; I don't think this will be easily fixed for the _Golden Trio_ anymore."

"Do you know something, Luna-girl?" asked Harry curiously, walking away with Luna while they left Ron laying there like a beached whale against the power of the hex, "I hate that title as much as I hate being called the Boy-Who-Lived."

"Maybe," agreed Luna, looking back to their fallen opponent as she told him, "But now people will know what you did in the Ministry thanks to him. He can't keep a secret to save his life, especially if it can paint him in a good light."

Harry just scoffed before Luna went on, "In any event, I think that it'll be a title that you'll have to get used to. Ronald won't be the only one calling you a Dark Wizard after this."

"And yet I don't seem to care," drawled Harry, looking to Luna with a fond smile as he added, "Thanks for being there for me, Luna: why _were_ you there for me?"

"You can thank Moony," answered Luna, earning a laugh from Harry as she added, "When your elf friend was protecting our friends, he seemed to know that you'd get yourself in a pickle. So he sent me to keep an eye on you: why? Don't you like that I was there, Harry?"

"Actually I do," answered Harry, sliding his hand into Luna's while he felt an old sense of calm return to him as he told her, "At least I have one friend that won't judge me because of this strange power."

"Like I told the Dead Man Walking," Luna reasoned, earning another laugh from Harry at the nickname, "What idiot _would?_"

'Still,' thought Harry, passing through the doors into Hogwarts as he wondered, 'Why was Luna so certain that Hermione was also in the wrong? She's as much my friend as he is…well…_was_…oh Merlin…'

Lifting his hand to massage his temples again, Harry groaned before he thought to himself, 'Every time I learn something new about myself, I'm always left with more questions than answers…great…I've got a headache…'

**A nice long second chapter and it would seem that this is the end of the Golden Trio, but what could Luna have been hinting about someone that Harry seemed so intent on protecting from harm?**

**Also, can old wounds be healed before the infection of time makes them too far worse?**

**Keep Reading to Find Out**

**Next Chapter: ****Hermione has recovered and she has a few words for Harry; plus, Neville hears about Bellatrix's end and proves himself to Harry with regards to where he stands; also, as the term comes to an end, it seems that there's trouble brewing as Harry and Sirius find resistance at the ex-Headquarters, but this time, Sirius is the one in charge…unfortunately for the Order…**
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'_Still,' thought Harry, passing through the doors into Hogwarts as he wondered, 'Why was Luna so certain that Hermione was also in the wrong? She's as much my friend as he is…well…was…oh Merlin…'_

_Lifting his hand to massage his temples again, Harry groaned before he thought to himself, 'Every time I learn something new about myself, I'm always left with more questions than answers…great…I've got a headache…'_

Chapter 3: A Ray of Gold

When Hermione Granger finally recovered from the aftermath of the battle of the Ministry, the first thing that she thought about was a curiosity that asked her what exactly had happened. After that, she wondered about the state of health of her friends, but not to her surprise, the first member of her gang of friends that she wondered about was Harry.

The last thing that she remembered was feeling the curse hit her while Harry and Sirius had been locked in magical combat with Lucius Malfoy and another Death Eater that she didn't recognise.

After the curse had hit her, Hermione had retreated into the realm of unconsciousness to try and shield herself from the pain, but now that she was awake, conscious and apparently-healed from the dark power of the curse, all that she wanted to do was find Harry and, secretly, she hoped that he was all right.

As consciousness returned to Hermione, she was surprised when she noticed that the source of her thoughts was not only all right, but he was also there in the Hospital Wing with her, his hand linked with hers and, for all intents and purposes, he seemed to be sleeping rather peacefully.

As Hermione felt a smile cross her face when she saw that Harry was indeed okay, she then noticed something that was rather off about her friend, despite the fact that he was sleeping peacefully.

His eyes; they were devoid of the glasses that he usually wore, but, more to the point, the skin at the bottom of his eyelids was reddened slightly, almost like Harry had been crying while he'd been with her.

'What could have made _him_ of all people cry?' wondered Hermione, using her hand – the one linked with his – to indicate that she was awake.

With a gasp, Harry blinked a few times, sniffed once to show that he had, for some weird reason, been crying as she had thought and then, lifting his head to meet hers, he smiled at her before he told her, "Hey you…welcome back."

"Have you been watching over me all this time, Harry?" asked Hermione, earning a slow nod from Harry.

"I couldn't let them get to you," answered the green-eyed wizard – a part of Hermione then noticing that Harry's green eyes seemed unusually brighter than normal – before he lifted himself to his full height and, keeping his hand in hers, he told her, "I'm so sorry that you got hurt, Mia; if only I'd been more prepared, if only I'd been stronger…"

"Nothing would have changed," argued Hermione, placing her free hand over the one that Harry had linked with hers while she kept her eyes on his as she told him, "What happened down there happened for a reason, Harry. Nothing that we could have done differently would have changed that; sooner or later, Voldemort would have found a way to lure you down there for the prophecy."

"But if we hadn't gone down there…" argued Harry, earning a shake of the head from Hermione before she put her hand over his mouth, cutting off whatever he had to say.

"I told you before, you big idiot," explained the young witch, a smile crossing her face as she tried to make him see sense. "We're in this together and that means that we trust you…even with what happened in the battle, I won't let this wound of mine change me or change my loyalty and friendship towards you, Harry."

For a moment, Harry seemed to be grateful for her sense of responsibility and friendship, but as he lifted his hand and lowered hers from his mouth, the expression changed into one of dread as he considered the other reason that he'd been here by her side.

Hoping with all hope that he wasn't about to lose her too, Harry coughed and swallowed hard before he asked, "What if I told you that…that while you were out of it, I…I _killed_ someone, Hermione? Would you still keep those words or would you do like…like _he's_ done and choose to try and destroy me so that I can't become more than the others out there want me to be?"

Hermione gasped as Harry confessed his crime to her, his eyes and his tone of voice telling her that he wasn't lying to her: something had happened while she was out of it and he was here by her side because he hoped and prayed that she wasn't like everyone else.

Despite the initial shock that she had felt, Hermione seemed to let her sense of friendship towards this teenage boy overrule her sense of fairness, justice and devotion towards the Lighter side of magic. Admittedly, she _wanted_ to be afraid for Harry and for what he had done, but unlike someone else that she suspected, Harry was actually confessing his crimes to her because he trusted her to stand by him no matter what.

She'd done it in the Tournament and she'd done it for him when the rest of the world had tried to paint him in a bad light; now, he was hoping that she wouldn't end that proverbial streak.

Returning her hand to his, Hermione sighed before she told him, "Come here."

As Harry looked up at her, Hermione lifted her free arm and, as Harry moved closer, she wrapped her arm around Harry's shoulders, pulling him close as she brushed her hand through his dark hair, the thought and emotion in her touch seemingly calming Harry and letting him know that he _could _trust her.

She didn't know why she was doing this, but something about it just felt right: lying here, holding him in her arms while he confessed his sins towards her and trusted her to help him as he had always done.

She didn't know what the reason was, exactly, but in that one moment, Hermione just knew that she would always be here for Harry.

She would follow him through the Gates of Hell if he asked it of her for no other reason than to make sure that he came back.

"Tell me everything…"

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

From a hidden vantage point in the Hospital Wing, Luna Lovegood smiled to herself as she saw Hermione recover while Harry huddled against her embrace, confessing his crimes to her as well as trusting her with his dark secrets.

After leaving the ex-friend of the Gryffindor Prince at the edge of the lake, Luna had walked with Harry back to the Hospital Wing where, along the way, the two had talked about their friendship and what it meant to her as the outcast of Ravenclaw as well as a former member of the army that Harry had led and trained.

As they had talked, Luna had noticed that Harry was distracted and, though she didn't possess Seer gifts like several people preferred to believe that she did, Luna just knew that Harry's thoughts were focused on the brunette lying in the Hospital Wing.

Stopping outside the main entrance to the school, Luna had told Harry that he should go to her and make sure that she was safe from lies, deceit and rumours that would sway her from Harry's side.

As he'd gone to leave, Luna had then told him that she was always there for him as he was the first _real_ person that had managed to see past her…eccentric side and bring out the young girl that she had always wanted to be.

For that, she was thankful and, although she was like him in the way that she didn't understand the full details about his mysterious, but wonderful new powers – Harry had blanched at that and clearly wanted to ask why she thought they were wonderful, but he'd kept his silence – anymore than he did, Luna knew enough to know that she would be there to help Harry no matter what.

After he'd left her, Luna had returned to Ravenclaw Tower, a part of her knowing that she'd probably find more cases of the _Nargles_ having moved her stuff around, but she just didn't care anymore.

Instead, she gathered what stuff she had left and, calling on Harry's elf friend – Dobby, if she remembered right – she asked him to take her things away and make sure no-one could get to them.

When the elf had vanished, Luna made her way to the Hospital Wing where she found Harry sat by Hermione's side.

Watching from her hidden post, Luna had felt a smile cross her face: she had only been with him for one year, but even Luna could see that Harry cared about Hermione a great deal; in a lot of ways, she was like the sister he never had and, in that same respect, Luna just knew that Harry would do anything he could to protect her and anyone that he held in the same respect.

Given everything that he'd risked for her, Luna thought that it was a safe bet that this was the case.

Finally, as night had fallen and the new dawn had risen, Harry's will had been broken and, just after the new Headmaster Snape had delivered the necessary potion to help her – showing and aiding Harry with feeding it to Hermione in the process – Harry's diamond-hard wall had shattered and he had broken down, crying into the quilt of Hermione's bed and holding her hand, all the while repeating the same two words.

"I'm sorry…I'm sorry…"

And now, with Hermione awake and apparently-willing to hear his side of the story, Harry seemed to be able to prove just how sorry he was.

From where she watched them, Luna wiped a tear from her own eye before she whispered, "Nothing's going to harm you, Hermione Granger; not while he's around…ooh, that's quite catchy."

Then, without another word, the mysterious Miss Lovegood turned on her heel and skipped out of the Hospital Wing;

She hoped that they had scrambled eggs for breakfast…

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

Hermione didn't know what to say;

As Harry told her everything – and he meant _everything_ – about the Battle that she had missed out on, Hermione listened with a rapt sense of attention while she also took notice of how calm, but concerned Harry sounded as he told her about the battle and what he'd found.

Like anyone else, Hermione was a _little_ sceptical when Harry told her that he had survived not only an Avada Kedavra, but also reversed and escaped the magic of the Veil of Death, but given that he was here _and_ Sirius was alive and well, Hermione couldn't dispute his words as lies.

Besides, this was Harry and, if there was one thing that he wouldn't do about something as seriously-dangerous as this sort of magic, it was lie.

Even as that thought ran through her mind, Hermione's gaze shifted to the despicable-looking marks on the back of Harry's hand that Um_bitch_ had forced him to write for such a long time.

After all that and after everything that he had gone through, the words had become a secondary creed of sorts for Harry: _I must not tell lies._

And besides, he wouldn't actually lie to her and, even if he did, he'd make up a better lie than that, so no, Hermione _didn't_ oppose the fact that what he was saying was truth, though she _was_ surprised by what he described.

When he told her about the magic that Harry had commanded and used in that strange drone-like state of his, Hermione was still surprised, but she still managed to listen with the care and attention of a devoted, trusted friend as he told her about how he'd killed the one that had cursed her and avoided the Killing Curse once again.

The fact that it had been Lucius Malfoy that had helped break him out of said trance and send the Death Eaters retreating was another surprise, but Hermione managed to hold her tongue while also feeling a sense of satisfaction for the fact that, in some small way, Harry was still Harry even through the darkness he had gained from his actions.

As his story continued, Hermione shared Harry's delight at the fact that Sirius was free and clear while she also shared his surprise at how Severus Snape had not only offered his help, but also became the headmaster of Hogwarts.

When she made a passing remark about Harry being more careful about how he spoke to the man, Harry countered that by telling her what Severus had revealed about the true reason that he was always against Harry and how they'd mended their broken bridges.

Finally, Harry told Hermione about his surprise chat with the Dark Lord and their mutual agreement to have one last encounter where he'd reveal everything about what Harry had become, though when Harry named the thing as an Ectomancer, Hermione seemed to be as confused and lost as everyone else.

The last thing that he told her about was Ron's unprovoked attack and how it tied into everything he'd said about hoping that she was still his friend.

With the explanations done, Harry breathed a sigh of relief and a hint of fatigue before he leaned against Hermione, a small smile on his face as he felt her fingers still stroking through his hair.

"I don't want to be a bad person, Hermione," Harry told her, using the fingers of his right hand to toy with the ring that Sirius had placed onto his left hand – he'd also told her about that, which earned him a smile of mutual relief and understanding from Hermione.

"But I don't want to ignore or hide from these powers of mine either. Whatever an Ectomancer might be, it's clear that it's something old and powerful and, apparently, as dangerously-dark as they come, but I don't want that to stop me living my life."

"And you're not afraid that it has the potential to be beyond good and evil?" asked Hermione, earning a shake of the head from Harry. "But what if whatever it is turns you into something not only beyond human morals, but also beyond…well, something more than human?"

"That's what I'm more-frightened of, actually," admitted Harry, before he lifted himself from her side and, looking to Hermione, he then told her, "But not as much as I fear hurting you or those whom I can trust as my real friends. I've already had one betray me and I'm not as sure about Neville or Ginny, but right now, the only one that seems to want to trust in my control of these strange powers is Luna."

"And you're worried about me because of…what, exactly? You don't want these powers to cause me any more harm?" asked Hermione, earning a nod of mutual agreement from Harry before she asked, "And you think that if I choose to run away from this new you that I'll become like Ron and turn on you?"

Harry didn't nod, but Hermione could tell that's what he was thinking; with a soft smile of her own, the young witch lifted herself up before she placed a hand on his cheek and told him, "Then let that be _my_ worry, Harry: you've risked so much and done all that used to be in your power to save and protect me so many times over. Now, let _me_ be the one to protect you; if not from this power, then let me at least protect you from whatever inhuman tendencies come with it."

Swallowing down what felt like a block of ice that was stuck in his throat, Harry asked shakily, "You…you mean it? You…you'd trust me enough to…to do this with me? Even…even though it means that…that my battles with Tom would be done?"

"Yes," answered Hermione, placing her hand on Harry's heart as she told him, "You have your life back now, Harry: a second chance that makes you something new and someone better than ever before. What sort of friend would I be if I chose to stand in your way? I say, screw the prophecy, to hell with destiny and sod the whole you being the Chosen One thing: now, your life is in your hands and no-one, not me, not the Headmaster, not Dumbledore, not even the Ministry or Voldemort can take that from you."

"Thanks Hermione," sighed Harry, before he chuckled as he added, "Can I say just one thing, though?"

"What's that?" asked Hermione.

Giving her a soft, but warm hug of friendship and relief, Harry laughed again as he told her, "Merlin, Hermione: watch your language."

"Oh shut it," groaned Hermione, but she returned the embrace with just as warm a feeling as Harry gave to her.

_**Harry's Unveiling**_

"I see…that's excellent news; thank you, Dobby."

As Harry's new elf vanished with a pop, a thin, almost-unnoticed smirk touched the face of newly-instated Headmaster Severus Snape as he looked over his desk at the other Heads of House, as well as Sirius Black, Remus Lupin and, to the shock of the others present, Lucius Malfoy, all of whom had been summoned by the new Headmaster after the events that led to his investiture.

"Miss Granger has recovered and both of them seem closer than ever," explained Severus, his voice edged by a tone that Minerva, Sirius, Remus and even Lucius could admit that they'd never thought that they'd hear from the man, especially where Harry Potter was concerned.

"She would sooner die for real than turn her back on him," added Remus, earning a nod from Severus while Sirius just gave a grunt of confirming agreement as Remus then asked, "So, Severus, putting the business with our…extracurricular colleagues aside, would you mind explaining why Lucius is here?"

"With my appointment as the new Headmaster," explained Severus, his voice tinged with the same tone that one might expect from a true and noble headmaster: firm, commanding and a hint of authority that held respect for his colleagues – in other words, everything Albus Dumbledore _didn't _have – as he addressed them.

"I believe that we are going to need several new members of staff, chief amongst them being a new Head of Slytherin as well as a new Potions Master, Defence Professor and a teacher to replace Divination as a subject."

"Thank you, Merlin!" exclaimed Minerva, earning another smirk from Severus as she told him, "I must have asked Albus a _million_ times to consider the fact that true Seers are born, not taught and, while the lesson might do for an out-of-hours club or extra lesson for those interested in the craft, it would not do to continuously insist that _every_ student is the next Sibylline Oracle!"

"Yes, well," Severus went on, clearing his throat as he did so, "In light of your words, Minerva, I am going to allow Sybil to remain here at Hogwarts as a counsellor for our students."

The others gave Severus a look as though he had two heads, but the new Headmaster pressed on, "Her office and chambers provide a calming, if not serene effect that leaves a few people drowsy, admittedly, but she has a way of seeing through them that is less-telepathic and more-empathic."

Admittedly, the explanations made sense, but Severus wasn't done, "In her place, I have considered returning our Duelling Club to Hogwarts as a practical Defence lesson and having the main Defence Against the Dark Arts focus on the theory and application of the art against certain creatures, scenarios and historical moments rather than simply having one spell and moving on."

"And you want _Malfoy_ teaching them that?" asked Sirius hotly, shaking his head as he asked, "What were the Governors smoking when they asked you to be the Headmaster, I'll never know."

"Shut up, Black!" snapped Severus, earning a warning look from Remus, almost as though he seemed to send the message that Severus was already on thin ice with someone else.

As Headmaster, he needed to be more-neutral, especially since his true loyalties were to the bravest wizard of their generation and _not_ to Dumbledore or Voldemort, but to someone that both Sirius and Remus loved like a son.

"Actually Sirius," added Lucius, speaking for Severus while he calmed himself down, his words earning him a sceptical look from Sirius.

"I am not here for the Defence Post, but the Potions one and, before you consider slandering my family even further, then I think it suitable for me to inform you that it is, in fact, my wife Narcissa whom Severus wishes to become the Potions _Mistress_ of Hogwarts while someone else takes the mantle of Head of Slytherin."

"And what dark-worshipping son of a bitch have you given that job to, Snivellus? Who do you think would be so demented that they'd _want_ to watch over the next generation of Death Eaters?" asked Sirius, the apparently-apathetic response and the lack of an expression earning a soft chuckle from Remus as though he'd already put the pieces in place.

Sure enough, ignoring the slur on his name, Severus looked to Sirius as he answered him, "_You_, _Professor _Black!"

Sirius' eyes widened while Minerva actually nodded and Remus patted his friend on the back as Severus went on, "I figure that since you were one of the top Defence students in your day and received an O in your NEWT's, you'd do for our first-ever Practical Defence tutor as well as someone that can bring the honour back to the house of Salazar Slytherin while you, Remus, if it's not too much trouble, I'd like you to return as Theoretical Defence Professor and, during your _time of the month,_ I will be able to take over your classes while you recover."

While Sirius was speechless, Remus lowered his head as he answered, "I'd be honoured, Severus, but under the condition that you allow Harry to join Narcissa's Potions NEWTs despite the fact that you would have given him a failing grade."

"Actually," argued Minerva, smirking herself as she saw Sirius giving an impersonation of a startled fish, "Mr Potter's grades are one of the highest in Gryffindor, second only to…"

"Hermione," chorused Sirius – having found his voice – and Remus while Severus just smirked as Sirius asked, "But how?"

"Simple," answered Severus, already knowing about the hidden talents of the once-leader of the Hogwarts student body rebellion.

"That boy is smarter than any of us give him credit for, even me: in his lessons, he worked to a degree that seemed to even the talents, and I use the term loosely, of Mr Weasley. However, outside of lessons, any assignments that he was given seemed to somehow find their way to the respective teachers; I suspect his young elf friend had a part to play in it, if not, his _legacy_."

Remus and Sirius both smiled as they knew that Severus was referring to James' cloak and the Marauder's Map.

"And unlike his classwork," added Professor Flitwick, speaking for the first time, "His assignments were to a degree that was definitely worthy of O and EE-level grades each and every time. The only one that I think he struggled with was Dolores' lessons, but given what she was doing to him, I can't say I'm surprised."

"Severus," added Sirius, surprising everyone with the use of the man's name as he told him, "If you want me to take that post, then I will: _but_, I'm warning you now. If _any_ of the Slytherins target my godson or any of his friends ever again, then I will not be like you and give them a pat on the backside: I _will_ discipline them as _I_ see fit in accordance with the rules of this school."

"Very well," agreed Severus, although he shared a look with Lucius as he asked, "Maybe we should have a few words with certain members of that House about respecting Harry; what do you say, Lucius?"

Lucius nodded, knowing full well that Severus was referring to Draco.

"And one other thing," added Sirius, now looking to Lucius as he told him, "I think you should have words with your son, Lucy: now that Harry's my son and heir through my right as Lord Black, I know he'll want to cause trouble for Harry to try and get it overturned. Take it from someone who knows: the last thing that Draco wants is to let his hatred and rivalry with Harry fester."

"Actually, Lord Black," argued Lucius, looking to Severus, who nodded once before Lucius told him, "Come this new term's start, you might be surprised to find a change in my son that has guaranteed safety and security from…"

"The Dark Lord," added Severus, looking now to the non-Order members of staff as he explained, "And don't be so worried, any of you: the aim of these lessons is not recruitment, but a mode of fun, enjoyment and learning for our students. Furthermore, I have _his_ personal guarantee that I shall not be summoned away any time soon and, at the same time, it seems that he wishes to leave Hogwarts alone."

"Why?" asked Professor Sprout, her eyes wide with shock as she asked, "What could have changed his mind so forcefully that he'd do that?"

"Harry Potter," answered Lucius, rising from his seat as he then added, "Now, if you'll excuse me, all: I have a new appointment to issue to my wife as well as other matters. Headmaster, Professors: good day."

"Lucius," replied Severus, watching as Lucius left the room before he added, "And for the record, he's right: through means that I cannot reveal yet without breaking my oath towards Potter and the Dark Lord's final order to me, all that I can say is that this school is protected, if not untouchable by the Dark Lord."

"What could Potter have done to make him do that?" asked Professor Flitwick, earning a shiver of apparent dread from Severus as he looked to his colleague, ex-mentor and old friend.

"Trust me, Filius: you _don't_ want to know."

**Chapter 3 and it looks like Luna's fears were, for once, misdirected: Harry has his Hermione back with him and the friendship between the two seems stronger than ever, but what happens next, especially with a whole new year of fun and games on the horizon?**

**Also, what sort of effect will Draco have and what will be Harry's response to the news about the new lessons, staff and the way things will work out?**

**Keep Reading to Find Out**

**Next Chapter: ****With everyone recovered, Harry seeks some alone time to consider what happens next, but to his surprise, he finds solace and a sense of comfort from the **_**last**_** person he would have expected; plus, Severus and Minerva summon Harry and Draco to the office with a gift for Harry and news for Draco;**

**Please Read and Review**

_**AN: Headmaster Snape**_

**So, as you can see, Severus isn't like he was in DH where he just lets things happen and has the Hogwarts under a Dark Age; instead, let's just say he's doing what Dumbledore didn't: giving the students a chance to experience the true power of their magic and he has allies and old friends to help him;**

_**AN2: Hermione**_

**So, I bet a lot of you were expecting me to bash Hermione? Well what can I say?**

**I wanted to, but I just couldn't;**

**So, with that in mind, who would you like to see Hermione paired with in this story? Given the main gang are all taken, I think it narrows down the list, wouldn't you say? I might put in Cormac's 'fling' with her from HBP canon just to have some laughs, but who do you think she should wind up with?**

**Answers in reviews please…**


End file.
